




< ThetroubleJome c Raigne 

Hath bard vs of obedience vnto John, 

This hatefull murder, Aeww his truedefcent, • 5 

The holy charge that we receiu’d from Rome, 

Are weightie reafons,ifyou like my reed. 

To make vs all perfeuer itt this deed. 

Pemb. My Lord of Etfex,weU haueyou aduiVd 
I will accord to further you in this. 

Solis. And Salisbury will not gainefay the fame : 

But aide that courfe as farre forth as he can. 

Ejfex. Then each of vs fend ftraight to his allies 
To win them to this famous enterprile : 

And let vs all y clad in Palmers weed. 

The tenth of Aprill at S. Edmunds Bury 
Meet to conferre,and on the altar there 
S weare fecrecy and aid to this aduife. 

Meane whiie,let vs conuey this body hence. 

And giue him bumll,as befits his Rate, 

Keeping his moneths mind, and his obfequis 
With folemne intercefiion for his foule. 

How fay you Lordings,are you all agreed ? 

Pemb . The tenth of Aprill at S. Edmunds Btsrie. 

God letting nor, I will not faile the time. 

Ejfex. Then let vs all conuey the body hence. Eximt, 

Enter K.Io\va,witb two or three /ind the Erophet. 

I oh. Difturbed thoughts, foredoomers of mine ill, 
Diftrafted paflions.fignes of growing harmes, 

Strange prophecies of imminent mifhaps. 

Confound my wits, and dull my fenfesfo. 

That euery obie&thefemine eyes behold, 

Seesjne inftruments to bring me to my end. 

Afcenfion day is com cjohn fearenot then 
The prodigies that piatling Prophet threats. . 

T is come indeed : ah were it fully. paft, 

Then were I cardefle of a thoufand feares. 
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of King Iohn. 

The Diall tels me, it is t weluc at noone. 

yVere twelue at midnight paid, then mignt I vaunt, 

Falfe feers prophefies of no import. 

Could I as well with this right hand of mine 
Remouethe Sunnefrom our Meridian, 

*Vnto the moonelled circle of th’antipodes. 

As turne this fteele from twelue to twelue agcn, 

Then Iohn y xhe dateoffatall Prophefies, o 
Should with the Prophets life together end. 

B a t mult a cadunt inter calicem fufremaque labra. 

<Peter,\ nfay thy foolifh doting dreame, 

And by the crowne of England heere I fwearc, - 
Jo make thee great, and greateft of thy kin. 

Peter. King although the time Ihaue prefenb'd 
Be but twelue houres remaining yet behind, 

Ytt doe l know by infpiration, 

Ere that fixt time be fully come about. 

Kins A^fhallnotbcKmgasheeretoforc. 

Iohn. Vainc buzzard, what mifchance can chance f® 
To fet a King befide his regall feat ? 

My heart is good, my body palling ftrong 5 
My Land in peace, my enemies fubdu’d, 

Gnely my Barons Rorme at Arthurs death, 

But Arthur hues, I,there the challenge growes, 

Were he difpatchd vntohis longed home, 

Thenweve the Kingfecureofthoufand foes. 

Hubert whatncweswiththee,whcrearc my Lords ?_ 

Hub. Hard newes my Lord, Arthur the louely Prince, 
Seeking to efcape oucr the Caflle walles. 

Fell headlong downe, and in the curfed fall 
He 6rakc his bones, and therebefore the gate 
Your barons found him dead and breathlefle quite. 

Ioh. Is Arthur dead; then Hubert without more words 
hang the Prophet. 

Away with Peter } w iliaine out of my fight, 

I am dcafe, be gone, let him net fpeake a word. 
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